A  SPRING   RELISH

fairer than, if as fair as, the first flower, the hepat-
ica. I find I never have admired this little firstling
half enough. When at the maturity of its charms,
it is certainly the gem of the woods. What an indi-
viduality it has! No two clusters alike ; all shades
and sizes ; some are snow-white, some pale pink,
with just a tinge of violet, some deep purple, others
the purest blue, others blue touched with lilac. A
solitary blue-purple one, fully expanded and rising
over the brown leaves or the green moss, its cluster
of minute anthers showing like a group of pale stars
on its little firmament, is enough to arrest and hold
ihe dullest eye. Then, as I have elsewhere stated,
there are individual hepaticas, or individual fami-
lies among them, that are sweet-scented. The gift
seems as capricious as the gift of genius in families.
You cannot tell which the fragrant ones are till
you try them. Sometimes it is the large white ones,
sometimes the large purple ones, sometimes the
small pink ones. The odor is faint, and recalls that
of the sweet violets. A correspondent, who seems
to have carefully observed these fragrant hepaticas,
writes me that this gift of odor is constant in the
same plant ; that the plant which bears sweet-
scented flowers this year will bear them next.

There is a brief period in our spring when I like
more than at any other time to drive along the
country roads, or even to be shot along by steam
have the landscape presented to me like a
183nd, if he is not too lazy or
